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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Hefe FABLES were finifhed 

by Mr. Gay, and intended for 
the Prefs,.a fhort time before his Death ; 
when they were left, with his other Pa- 


pers, to the Care of his noble Friend and — 


Patron, the Duxe of ‘(QUEENSBERRY: 
His Grace has accordingly permitted 
them to the Prefs, and they are here 
printed from the Originals in the Au- 


thors own Hand-writing. We hope | 


they will pleafe equally with his former 


Fables, though moftly on Subjects of a - 


graver and more political Turn: They .~. 


will certainly fhew Him to have been. ° 


(what he efteemed the beft Chara&er) a 


Man of a truly honeft Heart, and a fin-. 


cere Lover of his Country. 


TABLE. 


ee ae a Can Sears Re Ss Sie 2s) ee 


TABLE 


FABLE L 
Toa LAWYER. 
thes Doc and the Fox Page 1 


FABLE IL. 
Joa Frrenp in the Country, 
The Vu uT.u R, the Spar Row, and other Birds g 


FABLE IIL 
Joa LEVEE-HUNTER. 


The BABOON and the PouLTRY 17 


FABLE Iv. 


Toa FRIEND. 


The ANT in Office — | 25 
FABLE V. 
To a COXCOMB. 

The BEAR in a Boat 37 


(a) FABLE 3 


T ABLE 


FAB L E VI. 
Toa Coun aeeGeuti nian 


The Squire andhisCuR | 47 


KFABLE VU. 
To MYSELF. 


The COUNTRYMAN and JUPITER 59 


FABLE VII, 
To my Native CounTRY. 
The May, the Cat, the Doc, and the Fry 69 


» 


*F AE BLE IX. 
To a MopvERN PoLiriciANn. 


The JACKALL, Leoparp, and other Beafs 79 


FABLE X., 


Jo the Reverend Dr. Swirt, Dean of. St. 
| Patrick’s. 
The DEGENERATE BEES | 89 


FABLE 


T.4_ BLL. E 


FA BL E.. XI: 
To a YounG NoBLEMAN. . 
The PACK-HORSE and the CARRIER °° 9F 


( 


FABLE XII 
Toa Younec HErrR, 


Pan and FORTUNE | 10g 


FABLE XI, 
Pru To, CupiD, and Times 115 


FABLE XIV. 
Jo a MoTHER, 


The Own, the Swan, the Cock, the SpipeR, 
the.Ass, and the FARMER 127 


FABLE XyV. 

Toa Poor Man. 
The Coox-MAID, the TuRNsPIT, and the Ox 
ee ee ee ee _ 137 | 


FABLE 


1 ABL Ez. 


FABLE XYI 
Ja LAURA. 


The Ravens, the Suxton, and the Earta- 
WORM «4g 


FABLE 


es 


em 
2 


arin 


a 


a 
“ 
>" 


>> 
V 


wae 


D4 


N 
AY 


Ake 
\\ 
v NY AW 


a 


\\\ 


FABLETL 
The Doc and the Fox. 


Toa LAWYER. 


8 


y | 


KNOW jou Lawyers can, with eafe; 
l Twift words and meanings as you pleafe; - 
That language, by your {kill made pliant, 
Will bend to favour ev'ry client; 
That ’tis the fee direéts the, fenfe 2 
To make out either fide’s pretenfe, 
When you perufe the cleareft cafe, 
You fee it with a double face 5" | 


B | For 


2 FABLES. 


Fot fcepucifm’s your profeffion ; 
You hold there’s doubt in all expreffion, 

Hence is the bar with fees fupply’d, 
Hence eloquence takes either fide : 

Your hand would have but paultry gleaning, 
Could ev’ry man exprefs his meaning. 

Who dares prefume to pen a deed, 

Unlefs you previoufly are fee’d? 

Tis drawn ; and, to augment the coft, 

In dull prolixity engroft : 

And now we’re well fecur’d by law, 

Till the next brother find a flaw. 

Read o’er a will. Was't a known, 
But you could make the will your own? 
For when you read, ’tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 


Since 


FABLES. 30 


Since things are thus, fe defendendo, 
I bar fallacious innuendo, 

Sagacious Porta’s fkill could trace 
Some beaft or bird in ev’ry face ; 
_ The head, the eye, the nofe’s thape, 
Prov’d this an owl, and that an ape. 
When, in the fketches thus defign’d, 
Refemblance brings fome friend to mind; . 
You fhow the piece, and give the hint, 
And find each feature in the print ; 
So monftrous like the portrait’s found, 
All know it and the laugh goes round, 
Like him I draw from gen’ral nature: — 
‘Ast I or you then fix the Satire ? 

So, Sir, I beg you {pare your pains 
In making comments on my ftrains: 


B2 : All 


a. FABLES. 


All private flander I deteft, 


I judge not of my neighbout’s breaft ; - | 
. Party and prejudice I hate, | 


And write no libels on the ftate. 


—- 


Shall not my fable cenfure vice, 


Becaufe a knave is over-nice? , 
And, left the guilty hear and dread, 

Shall not the Decalogue be read ? 

If I lath vice in gen’ral fiction, 

Is't I apply or felf-conviction ? 

Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 


If men in morals are the fame? | 


*Tis his own confcience holds the glafs. 
Thus void of all offence I write: . 


I no man call or ape or afs; | 
Who claims the fable, knows his right. 


FABLES. 


A fhepherd’s Dog, unfkill'd in fports, . 


Pick’d up acquaintance of all forts: 
Among the reft a Fox he knew; 
By frequent chat their friendfhip grew. 
Says Renard, ’tis'a cruel caf, 
That man fhould ftigmatize our race. 
No doubt, among us rogues you find,’ 
As among dogs ahd human kind; 
And yet (unknown to me and you) 
There may be honeft men and true. 
Thus flander tries, whate’er it =, 
To put us on the foot with man. 
Let my own actions recommend ; 
No prejudice can blind a friend: 
You know me free from all difguife; 
My honour as my life I prize. 
_— ; 


By 
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By talk like this from all miftrnft 
The Dog was cur’d, and thought him juft. 
As on a time the Fox held forth 
On confcience, baneliy, and worth, . 
Sudden he ftopt; he cock’d his ear; 
Low dropt his brufhy tail with fear. 
Blefs us! the hunters are abroad. 


What’s all that clatter on the road? 


Hold, fays the Dog, we're fafe from harm: 


"T'was nothing but a falfe alarm. 

At yonder town ’tis market-day ; 

Some iat wife is on the way: 

’Tis fo, (I know her pye-bail’d mare) 

Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware. | 
Renard grew huff. Says he, This fneer 

From you I little thought to hear; 


2 ~ Your 


FABLES. 


Your meaning in your looks I fee. 
Pray what’s dame Dobbins, friend, to me? 
Did I e’er make her poultry thinner? 


Prove that I owe the dame a dinner. 


Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm: | 


Then why fo captious? Why fo warm? 
My words, in common acceptation, 
Could never give this provocation. 
No lamb (for qught I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you. 

At this, gall’d Renard winc’d and {wore 
Such language ne’er was giv’n before. 


What’s lamb to me? This faucy hint 


Shows me, bafe knave, which way you fquint. 


If t’other night your matter loft 


Three lambs; am I to pay the coft? 


B 4 Your 


7 


| 


8 FABLES. 


Your vile Reflections would imply 

That I’m the thief. You dog, you lye. 
Thou Lois thou fool, (the Dog reply’d) 

The name is juft, take either fide; 

Thy guilt thefe applications {peak : 

Sirrah, ’tis con{cience makes you on 
So faying, on the Fox he flies. 

The felf-convicted felon dies, 
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The VuLTuR; the bbe and 


other Birds. 
Joa FRIEND in the Country, 


| ee I begin, I muft premife __ 
Our minifters are good and wife ; 

So, though malicious tongues apply, 

Pray, what.care they, or what care I? 

If I am free with courts; be’t known, - 

J ne’er prefume to mean our Own, | 

If general morals feem to joke 

On minifters and fuch like folk, 


A captious 


‘6 FABLES. 


A captious fool may take affence ; 
What then? He knows his own pretence. 
I meddle with no ftate-affairs, 
But fpare. my jeft to fave my ears. 
Our prefent fchemes are too profound 
For Machiavel himfelf to found: 
To cenfure ’em I’ve no pretenfion ; 
I own they’re paft: my comprehenfion. 
You fay your brother wants a place, — 
(‘Tis many a younger brother’s cafe) 
And that he very foon intends 
To ply the court and teaze his friends. 
If there his merits chance to find 
._ A patriot of an apen mind, 
Whofe conftant actions prove him juft 
To both a king’s and people’s truft, 
May 


FABLES. UE 


May he, with gratitude, attend, 
And owe his rife to fuch a friend. 

You praife his parts for bus’nefs fit, 
His learning, probity, and wit; 

Bur thofe alone wifl never do, 
Unlefs his patron have ’em too, 

I've heard of times, (pray God defend us, 
We're not fo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked minifters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God; _ 
With arrogance they girt the diiiins 
And knew no int’reft but their: own. 
Then virtue, from preferment barr’d, 
Gets nothing but its own reward. 

A gang of petty knaves attend ‘em, 
With proper parts to recommend ’em. 


Then, 


12 FABLES. 


Then, if his patron burn with luft, 

The firft in favour’s pimp the firft. 

His doors are never'clos’d ‘to f{pies, 

Who chear his heart with double lyes ; 

They flatter him, his foes. defame, 

So lull the pangs of guilt and fhame. 

If then of lucre haunt his brain, 

Projectors {well his greedy train ; 

Vile brokers ply his private ear - 

With jobs of plunder for the year. 

All confciences muft bend and ply, 

You muft vote on, and not know why ; 

Through thick atid thin-you mutt go On; 

One {cruple, and your place is gone. 
Since plagues like thefe have curft a land, 


And fav’rites cannot always ftand, 


Good 


FABLES. 13 

Good courtiers fhould for change be ready, 
And not have principles to fteady ; 
For fhould a knave engrofs the pow’r, 
(God fhield. the realm from that fad hour) 
He muft have rogues or flavifh fools; | 
For what's. a knave without his tools? 

Wherever thofé a people drain, 
And ftrut with infamy and gain, 
I envy not their guilt and ftate, 
And fcorn to fhare the public hate. 
Let their own fervile creatures rife, 
By {creening fraud and venting lyes: 
Give me, kind heav’n, * a private ftation, 
A. mind ferene for contemplation, 


as When impious men bear fway, 


The poft of honour is a private fratun, 
ADDISON. 


Title 


14 FABLES. 


Title and profit I refign, 
The poft of honour fhall be mine. 
My fable read, their merits view, 


Then herd who will with fuch a crew. 


In days of yore (my cautious rhimes 
Always except the prefent times) 
A-greedy Vultur, fkill’d in game, 
Inur’d to guilt, unaw’d by fhame, 
Approach’d the throne in evil hour, 
And ftep by ftep intrudes to pow’r: 
When at the royal eagle’s ear 
He longs to eafe the monarch’s care: 
The monarch grants. With pride elate, 
Behold him minifter of ftate! 


Around 


FABLES. 


Around him throng the feather’d rout ; 


Friends muft be ferv’d, and fome muft ont. 


Each thinks his own the beft pretenfion ; 
This asks a place, and that a penfioa. 
The nightingale was fet afide: 
A forward daw his room fupply’d. 
This bird, (fays he) for bus’nefs fit, 
Hath both fagacity and wit; . 
With all his turns and fhifts and tricks, 
He’s docile, and at nothing fticks: 
Then with his neighbours one {0 free 
“At all times will connive atme, | 
The hawk had due diftinction fhowa, 
For parts and talents like his own, 
Thoufands of hireling cocks attend him, 
As bluft’ring bullies to defend him, 


5 


16 FABLES 


At once the ravens were difcarded, 
And magpieés with their pofts rewarded. 
Thofe fowls of omen I deteft, 
That pry into another’s neft: . . 
State lyes muft lofe all good intent, = 
For they forefee and croak th’event. - 
My friends ne’er think, but talk by rote, 
Speak what they’re taught, and fo to vote. 
When rogues like thefe (a Sparrow cries) 
To honours and employments rife, 
I court no favour, afk no place; 
From fuch, preferment is difgrace: 
Within nay thatch’d retreat 1 find 
(What thefe ne’er feel) true peace of mind. 
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FABLE Il. 
The Ba no ON a the Po ULTRY. 


Joa LEvEE-HUNTER,. 


« . 
‘ ~ 


W E frequently ‘mifplace efteem - 
By judging men by what they feem, _ 


To birth, wealth, pow’r, we thould allow 
Precedence and our loweft bow: 
In that is due diftinction fhown; 
Efteem is virtue’s right alone. 
With partial eye we're apt to fee 
The man of noble pedigree. 
| Cc We're 


on 


18 FABLES. 


We're prepofieft my lord inherits 

In fome degree his grandfire’s merits ; 

For thofe we find upon record, 

But find him nothing but my lord. 
When we with fuperficial view * 

Gaze on the rich, we're dazzled too: 

We know that wealth, well underftood, 

Hath frequent pow’r of doing good ; 

Then fancy that the thing 1s done, | 

As if the pow’r and will were one. 


Thus oft ‘tthe cheated croud adore 


The thriving knaves that keep ‘em poor. 


The cringing train of pow’r furvey: 
What creatures are fo low as they! 
With what obfequioufnefs they bend! 
To what vile actions cendefcend! — . 


Their 


FABLES. — 149 


Their rife is on their meannefs built, 

And flatt’ry is their {mallet guile, 

What homage, rev’rence, adoration, 

In ev'ry age, in ev’ry nation, 

Have fycophants to pow’r addreft! 

No matter who the pow’r poffeft. | 

Let minifters be what they will, 

You find their levees always fill: 

Ev’n thofe who have perplex’d a ftate, 
“Whofe actions claim’d contempt and hate, 
Had wretches to applaud their {chemes, 
Though more abfurd than madmen's dreams, - 
When barb’tous Moloch was invok'd, 
The blood of infants only fmoak'd ; 

But here (unlef all hift’ry lyes) 

Whole realms have been a factifice,: 


C2 Look 


_ FABLES. 


Look through all courts: "Tis pow’r.we find 

The gen’ral idol of mankind ; 

There worfhipp’d under ev’ry fhape , 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape 

Are follow’d by time-ferving flaves, 
Rich proftitutes and needy knaves. 
| Who then fhall glory in his poft? — 
| How frail his pride, how vain his boaft! 
The followers of his profp’rous hour 
Are as unftable as his pow’r, 

Pow’r, by the breath of flatt’ry nurft, - 
'The more it {wells, is nearer burft : 
| The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
And in a dirty tear defends, 


Once on a time, an ancient maid, 


By withes and by time decay’d, 


FABLES 


To cure the pangs of reftlefs thought, 
Jn birds and beafts amufement fought: 


Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ’d . 
With thefe alone the talk’d and toy’d. 


A huge Baboon her fancy took, 
(Almoft a man in ie and look) 
He finger’d ev'ry thing he found, 
And mimick’d all the fervants round ; 
Then too his parts and ready wit 
Show’d him for ev'ry bus’nefs fit. 
With all thefe talents, ’twas but juit 


That Pug fhould hold a place of truft : 


So to her fav’rite was affign’d 


The charge of all her feather’d kind ; 


*T was his to tend em eve and morn, 
And portion out their daily corn. | 


C 3 


20 


Behold 


22 FABLES. 


Behold him now, with haughty ftride, - 
Affume a minifterial pride. | 


The morning rofe. In.hepe of picking, 


Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and chicken, 


Fowls of all ranks furround his hut, 
To worfhip his important ftrut. 
The minifter appears. The croud 
Now here, now there, obfequious bow’d. 
This prais’d his parts, and that his face, 
T’other his dignity in place: 
From bill to bill the flatt’ry ran; 
He hears and bears it like a man: | 
For, when we flatter felf-conceit, 
We but his —— repeat. 

If we're too fcrupuloufly juft, 
What profit’s in a place of truft? 


The 


a —_— ene 


FABLE §&. 2B 


‘The common practice of the great 
Is, to fecure a {nug retreat: 
So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain. 
An apple-woman’s ftall was near, 
‘Well ftock’d with fruits through all the year: 
Here ev’ry day he cramm’d his guts, 
Hence were his hoards of pears and nuts; 
For ’twas agreed (in way of trade) 
His payments fhould in corn be made. 
The ftock of grain was quickly fpent, 
And no account which way it went; 
Then too the poultry’s ftarv’d condition 
Caus’d fpeculations of fufpicion. — 
The facts on prov’d beyond difpute ; 
Pug muft refund his hoards of fruit; 


Cc 4 | And, 


24 FABLES. 


And, though then minifter in chief, 
Was branded as a publick thief. 
Difgrac’d, defpis’d, confin’d to chains, 
He nothing but his pride retains. 

A goofe pafs'd by; he knew the face, 
Seen ev'ry levee while in place. 

What, no refpeé&t! no rev'rence fhown |! 
How faucy are thefe creatures grown ! 
Not two days fince (fays he) you bow’d 
The loweft a my fawning croud. 

Proud fool (replies the goofe) ’tis true, 
Thy corn a flutt’ring levee drew ; 

For that I’join’d the hungry train, 
And fold thee flate’ry for thy grain; 
But then, as now, conceited ape, 
We faw thee in thy proper fhape, 
FABLE 
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y tell me that’ you apprehend a 
My. verfe. may: touchy folks offend. 


~ 
S 


‘In prudence too you think my thimes _ 


Should never {quint at courtiers. crimes; 
For though nor this, nor that is ried; - 
Can we another’s thoughts prevent? ~ 
You afk me if I ever knew 


- Court chaplains thus the lawa iol, | 
2 I meddle 


26 FABLE §&. 


I meddle not with gown or lawn: 
Poets, I grant, to rife muft fawn. 
They know great ears are over-nice, 
And never fhock their patron’s vice. 
But I this hackney path defpife, 
°Tis my ambition not to rife: 
If I muft proftitute the mufe, 

| The bafe conditions I refufe, 

I neither flatter or defame ; 
Yet own I would bring guilt to fhame. 
If 1 corruption’s hand expofe, 
I make corrupted men my foes, 
What then? I hate the paultry tribe. 
Be virtue mine: Be theirs the bribe. 
I no man’s property invade : 
Corruption’s yet no lawful trade ; 

Ms 


Nor 
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FABLES. 27 


Nor would it mighty ills produce, 

Could I fhame brib’ry out of ufe. 

I know ’twould cramp moft politicians, 
Were they tied down to thefe conditions : 
*T would ftint their pow’r, their riches bound, 
_ And make their parts feem lefs profound. 
Were they deny‘d their proper tools, 

How could they lead their knaves and fools? 
Were this the cafe, let’s take a view, 

What dreadful mifchiefs would enfue. 
Though it might aggrandize the ftate, 

Could private lux’ry dine on plate ? 

Kings might indeed their friends reward, 

But minifters find lefs regard. 

Informers, fycophants, and {pies 

Would not augment the year’s fupplies: 

| Perhaps 


! 


28 FABLES. 


Perhaps too, take away this prop, 
An annual job or two might drop. 
Befides, if penfions were deny’d, 
Could baits {upport its pride? 
It might ev’n minifters confound, 
And yet the ftate be fafe and found. 

I care not though ’tis underftood ; 
I only mean my country’s good : 
And (let who will my freedom blame) 
I with all courtiers did the fame. 
Nay, though fome folks the lefs might get, 
I with the nation out of debt. 
I put no private man’s ambition 
With publick good in competition: 
Rather than have our laws defac’d, 
Id vote a minifter difgrac’d. 


= 


I firike 
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I ftrike at vice, be’t where it will; 
And what if great fools take it ill? 
I hope, corruption, brib’ry, penfion, 
One may with deteftation mention : 
Think you the law (let who will take it) 
Can {candalum magnatum make it? 

I vent no flander, owe no grudge, 
Nor of another’s confcience idee | 
At him or him I take no aim, 
Yet dare againit all vice declaim. 
Shall I not cenfure breach of truft, 
Becaufe knaves know themfelves unjutt? 
That fteward, whofe account is clear, 
Demands his honour may appear ; 
His actions never fhun the light; 


He is, and would be prov’d upright. 
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But then you think my fable bears 
Allufion too to ftate affairs. 
I grant it does: And who’s fo great, 
That has the scivilege to cheat? 
If then in any. future reign 
(For minifters may thirft for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation, 


I bar no reader’s application. 


An Ant there was, whofe forward prate 
Controul’d all matters in debate; 
Whether he knew the thing or no, — 

His tongue eternally would go; 
_ For he had impudence at will, 
And boafted univerfal fkilf. 


| Ambition 
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Ambition was his viii in view. | 
Thus by degrees to pow’r he grew. 
Behold him. how his drift attain: 
He’s made chief treas’rer of the grain. 

But as their ancient laws are juft, 
And punith breach of publick truft, 
"Tis order’d, (left wrong application 
Should ftarve that wife induftrious nation) 
‘That all accounts be ftated clear, 
Their ftock, and what defray’d the year; 
That auditors fhall thefe infpe@; . 
And public rapine thus be check’d. 
For this the folemn day was fet; 
The auditors in council met. 
The gran’ry-keeper muft explain 
_ And balance his account of grain. 
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He brought (fince he could not refufe em’: 
Some ieee of paper to amufe ’em.. > 
An honeft pifmire, warm with zeal, 
In juftice to the public weal, 
Thus fpoke. The nation’s hoard is low: : 
From whence does this profufion flow ? 
I know our annual fund’s amount. 
Why fuch expence? and where’s th’account ? 
With wonted arrogance and pride, 
The Ant in office thus reply’d. . 
Confider, Sirs, were fecrets told, 
How could the beft-fchém’d projects hold ° 
Should we {tate tmyfieiics difclofe, 
*Twould lay us open to our foes. : 
My duty and my well-known zeal 
_ Bid me our prefent fchemes conceal: - 


y But, 
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But, on my honour, all th’expence 
(Though vaft) was for the fwarm’s defence. 

They pafs’d ihiccoait, as fair and juft, 
And voted him implicit truft, 

Next year again the gran’ry drain’d, 

He thus his innocence maintain’d. 

Think how our prefent matters ftand, 
What dangers threat from ev’ry hand ; 
What hofts of turkeys ftroll for food ; | 
No farmer’s wife but hath her brood. 
Confider, when invafion’s near, 

Intelligence muft coft us dear ; 

And, 1in this tick:fh fituation, 

A fecret told betrays the nation. — 

Bat, on my honour, all ti’expence 
(Though vaft) was for the fwarm’s defence. 


/ 


D Again, 
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Again, without examination, 
They thank’d his fage adminiftration. 
The year revolves. Their treafure, {pent, 
Again, in fecret fervice went. 
His honour too again was pledg’d 
To fatisfy the charge alledg’d. — 
When thus, with panic fhame poffeft, 
An auditor his friends addreft, 
What are we? minifterial tools. 
We little knaves are greater fools, 
At laft ae fecret is explor’d ; 
"Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 
For ev'ry grain we touch’d, at leaft 
A hoatind his own heaps increas’d. : 
Then, for his kin and fav'’rite fpies, : 
A hundred hardly could fuffice. 


Thus, 


FABLES. 35 


Thus, for 4 paultry {neaking bribe, — 

We cheat ourfelves and all the tribe; 

For all the magazine contains 

Grows from our annual toil and pains. 
They vote th’account shall be infpected ; 

The cunning plund’rer is detected : | 

The fraud is fentenc’d, and his hoard, 


As due, to public ufe reftord, 
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FABLEV. 


AAAI TTR 


— 


Zhe BEAR in a@ Boat. 


Yo a Coxcome. 


i 


T HAT man mutt daily wifer gow, 
Whofe fearch is bent himfelf to know 


‘Impartially he weighs his (Cope, «5 2) 
And a firm reafon founds bis-hope 5. | 

| He trics his ftrength before the race, ‘ | | a 
And never feeks his own diferace j | 
He knows the compas, fail and ar, 

: Or never launches from the fhore; . fees 


Dp 3 Before | 
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Before he builds computes the coft, 
And in no proud purfuit is loft: 
He learns the bounds of human fenfe, 
And fafely walks within the fence: 
Thus, confcious of his own defect, 
Are pride and felf-importance check’d. 
If then, felf-knowledge to purfue, 
Direét our life in ev’ry view, 
Of all the fools that pride can boaft, 
A coxcomb claims diftinétion moft. 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind, 
They’re not to fex or age confin’d, 
Or rich, or poor, or great, or {mall; 
And vanity befots ’em all. 
By ignorance is pride increas‘ ; 
Thofe moft aflume who know the leaft 5 
Their 
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Their own falfe balance gives ‘em weight, | 


But ev’ry other finds ’em light. 

Not that all coxcombs follies ftrike 
And draw our ridicule alike ; 
To diffrent merits each pretends: 
This in love-vanity ‘cranfcends ; 
That, {mitten with his face and fhape, 
By drefs diftinguifhes the ape; 
T’other with learning cramms his fhelf, 
Knows books and all things but himfelf. 

All thefe:are fools of low condition, 
Compar’d with coxcombs of ambition 3 
For thofe, puff’d up with flatt’ry, dare — 
Affume a nation’s various care ; 
They ne’er the groffeft praife miftruft, 
Their fycophants feem hardly juft; 

D 4 
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For 
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For thefé, in pate alone, atteft 

The fatt’ry their own thoughts fuggeft, 
In this wide fphere a coxcomb’s:fhown 
In other realms befides his own: 

The felf-deem’d Machiavel at large 
By turns controuls in ev’ry charge. 
Does commerce fuffer in her rights? 
’Tis he directs the naval flights, 

What failor dares difpute his fill? 
He'll be an adm’ral when he will, 
Now, meddling in the foldier’s trade, 
Troops muft be hir’d, and levies made. 
He gives embaffadors their cue 

His cobbled treaties to renew, 

And annual taxes muft faffice — 


The current blunders to difguife. 


i or When 
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When his crude fchemes in air are loft, © 
And millions fcarce defray the coft, 
His arrogance (nought undifraay’d) 
Trufting in felf-fufficient aid, _ 

On other. rocks ‘mifguides the realm, 
And thinks a pilot at the helm, 

He ne’er fufpects his want of fkill, 
But blunders on from ill to ill;.. 
And, when he fails of allintent, - 
Blames only unforefeen event. © 

Left you miftake. the application, 


The fable calls me to relation. . 


A Bear of fhagg and manners rough, 
At climbing trees expert. enough, 


For 
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For dextroufly, and fafe from harm, 
Year after year he robb’d the fwarm. 
Thus, thriving on induftrious toil, 
He glory’d in his pilfer’d {poil. 

This trick fo fwell’d him with conceit, — 
He thought no entetprife too great. 
Alike in {ciences and i 
He boafted univerfal parts; 
Pragmatic, bufy, buftling, bold, 

His arrogance was uncontroul’d : 
And thus he made ‘his party good, © 
And grew dictator of the wood. 

The beafts, with admiration, ftare, 
And think him a prodigious Bear. 
Were any common booty got, . . 
"Twas his each portion to allot; 


For 
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_¥For why, he found there might be picking, 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken, 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 
Chim'd too the —_—s larger fees, 
And now his over-weening pride 
In ev’ry province will prefide, 
No task too difficult was found. 
His blund’ring nofe mifleads the hound: 
In ftratagem and fubtile arts, 
He over-rules the fox’s parts, 
It chanc’d, as on a certain day, 
Along the bank he took his way, . 
A boat, with rudder, fail and oar, 
At anchor floated near the fhore. 
He ftopt, and turning to his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting ftrain, | 
What 
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What blund’ring puppies are mankind,. 
In ev’ry fcience always blind! 
I mock the pedantry of {chools:. . : 
What are their compaffes and rules? 
From me that helm fhall condué learn, 
And man his ignorance difcern. 
So faying, with audacious pride © 
He gains the boat and climbs the fide: 
The beafts aftonith’d line the ftrand: 
The anchor’s weigh’d, he drives from land: 
The flack fail flufts from fide to fide, 
The boat untrimm’d admits the tide, -- 
Born down, adrift, at randarm toft; 
His oar breaks fhort, the rudder’s loft. 
The Bear, prefaming in his Akill, - 
Is here and there officious ill, 9°. 


Til 


=a 
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Till, ftriking on the dang’rous fands, 

Aground the fhatter’d veffel ftands, 
To fee the bungler thus diftreft 

The very fithes {neer and jeft; 

Ev’n gudgeons join in ridicule, 

To mortify the meddling fool. 

The clam’rous watermen appear, 


Threats, curfes, oaths infult his ear ; 


45 


Seiz’d, threfh’d and chain’d, he’s drage’d to land. 


Derifion fhouts along the ftrand. 
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FABLE VL 


The Squine and bisCur .. 


Jo a CouNTRY-GENTLEMAN. . 


_ His inward bofom to difguife, 


In vain malicious tongues affail 


Let envy fnarl, let flander rail, — | 


From virtue’s fhield (fecure from wound) — 
Their blunted venom’d fhafts rebound, 


Pay 


47 


r JHE man of pure and fimple heart 
, Through life difdains a double: part ; 


‘He never needs the fcreen of lyes 


So thines his light before mankind, 
His aétions prove his honeft mind. 
If in his country’s caufe he rife, 
Debating fenates to advife, 
Unbrib’d, unaw’d, he dares impart 
The honeft di€tates of his heart ; 
No minifterial frown he fears, 
But in his virtue perfeveres. 

But would you play the politician, 
Whofe heart’s averfe to intuition, 
Your lips at all times, nay, your reafon 
Mutt be controul’d by place and feafon.. 
What ftatefman could his pow’r fuppert, 
Were lying tongues forbid the court? 
Did princely ears to truth attend, 
What minifter could gain his end? 


How 
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Flow could he raife his tools to place, 

And how his honeft foes difgrace? 
That politician tops his part, 

Who readily can lye with art ; 

The man’s proficient in his trade, 

His pow’r is ftrong, his fortune’s made. 

By that the inf’reft of the throne 

Is made fubfervient to his own: 

By that have kings of old, deluded, 

All their own friends for his excluded: 

By that, his felfifh {chemes purfuing, 

He thrives upon the public ruin. 

* Antiochus with hardy pace © Plutarch. 
Provok’d the dangers of the chace ; 
And, loft from all his menial train, 
Travers'd the wood a pathlefs plain : 


E A cottage 
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A cottage lodg’d the royal gueft. 

The Parthian clown brought forth his beft : 

The king unknown his feaft. enjoy’d, 

And various chat the hours employ’d, 

From wine what fudden friendfhip fprings! 

Frankly they talk’d of courts and kings. 
We country-folk (the clown replies) 

Could ope our gracious monarch’s eyes: 

The king, (as all our neighbours fay) 

Might he (God blefs him!) have his way, 

Is found at heart, and means our good, 

And he would do it, if he cou’d. 

If truth in courts were not forbid, 

Nor kings not fubje&s would be rid, 

Were he in pow’r, we need not doubt him ; 

But that transferr’d to thofe about him, 
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On them he throws the regal cares: 
And what mind they? their own affairs, 
If fuch rapacious hands he truft, 
The beft of men may feem unjuft: 
From kings to coblers ’tis the fame: 
Bad fervants wound their matters fame. 
In this our neighbours all agree: 
Would the king knew. as much as we. 
Here he ftopt fhort. Repofe they fought: 
The peafant flept, the monarch thought, 

The courtiers learnt, at early dawn, 
Where their loft fov’reign was withdrawn, 
The guard’s apprcach our hoft alarms, 
With gaudy coats the cottage {warms; 
The crown and purple robes they bring, 
And proftrate fall before the king. 

E 2 


ot 


The 
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The clown was call’d; the royal gueft _ 
By due reward his thanks expreft. 
The king then, turning to the croud, 
Who fawningly before him bow’d, 
Thus fpoke. Since, bent on private gain, 
Your counfels firft mifled my reign, 
Taught and infcrm’d by you alone, 
No truth the royal ear hath known 
Till here converfing. Hence, ye crew, 
For now I know myfelf and you. 
Whene’er the royal ear’s engroft, 
State lyes but little genius coft. 
The fav’rite then fecurely robs, 
And gleans a nation by his jobs, 
Franker and bolder grown in ill, 
He daily poifons dares inftll; 
- ~ ind 
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And, as his prefent views fuggeft, 

Inflames or fooths the royal breatt, 

Thus wicked minifters opprefs, 

When oft the monarch means redrefs, 
Would kings their private fubjects hear, 

A minifter muft talk with fear, 

If honefty oppos’d his views, 

He dar’d not innocence accufe ; 

*Twould keep him in fuch narrow bound, 

He could not right and wrong confound. 

Happy were kings, could they difclofe 

Their real friends and real foes! 

Were both themfelves and fubjects known, 

A monarch’s will might be his own : 

Had he the ufe of ears and eyes, 

Knaves would no more be counted wife. 


E 2 But 
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But then a minifter might lofe 

(Hard cafe!) his own ambitious views. 
When fuch as thefe have vex’d a ftate, 
Purfued by univerfal hate, 

Their falfe fupport at once hath fail'd, 
And perfevcring truth prevail’d: 
Expos’d, their train of fraud is feen. 


Truth will at Jaft remove the {creen. 


A country Squire, by whim direéted, 
The true, ftanch dogs of chace negleéted : 
Beneath his board no hound was fed; 

His hand ne’er ftroak’d the fpaniel’s head: 
A {nappith cur, alone careft, 
By lyes had banifh'd all the reft: 


Yap 
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Yap had his ear ; and defamation 
Gave him full fcope of converfation. 
His fycophants muft be preferr’d ; 
Room muft be made for all his herd : 
Wherefore, to bring his fchemes about, - 
Old faithfal fervants all muft out. 

The Cur on ev’ry. creature flew, — 
(As othér great men’s puppies do) 
Unlefs due court to him were fhown, 
And both their face and bus’nefs known. 
No honeft tongue an audience found, 
He worried all the tenants round, 
For why, he liv’d in conftant fear, 
Left truth by chance fhould interfere. 
If any ftranger dar’d intrude, 
The noify Cur his heels purfu'd ; 

E 4 - Now 
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Now fierce with rage, now ftruck with dread, 
At once he fnarled, bit and fled: 
Aloof he bays, with briftling hair, 
And thus in fecret growls his fear, 
Who knows but truth, in this difguife, 
May fruftrate my beft guarded lyes? 
Should fhe (thus mafk’d) admittance find, 
That very hour my ruin’s fign’d, 
Now in his howl’s continu’d found 
Their words were loft, the voice was drown’d: 
Ever in awe of honeft tongues, 
‘Thus ev’sy day he ftrain’d his lungs, | 
Tt happen’d, in ill-omen'd hour, 
That Yap, unmindful of his pow’r, 
Forfook his poft, to love inclin’d ; 
A fav'rite bitch was in the wind; 


By 
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By her feduc'd, in am’rous play 
They fifth the joyous hours away. 
Thus by untimely love purfuing, 
Like Antony, he fought his ruin. 
For now the Squire, unvex’d with noife, 
An honeft neighbour’s chat enjoys, 
Be free, (fays he) your mind impart; 
T love a friendly open heart. 
Methinks my tenants fhun my gate: 
Why fuch a ftranger grown of late? 
Pray tell me what offence they find. 
"Tis plain, they’re not fo well inclin’d. 
Turn off your Cur, (the farmer cries) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lyes; _ 
His {narling infolence offends ; 
‘Tis he that keeps you from your friends, 
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; Were but shai ie puppy checke, 


You'd find again thé fame refpedt,. 


_ - Hear only him, he'll {wear it too, 


‘That all our hatred is to you : 


But learn from us your true eftate; 


"Tis that curft Cur alone we hate. 


The Squire heard truth. Now Yap ruth’d in; 
The wide hall ecchoes with his din: 
Yet truth prevail'd ; and, with difgrace, 
The dog was cudgell’d out of place. 


FABLE 


a - 


fe ra eh wen 2 te 


Bag! 


Pict Sealpe, 


aay 


"itt 


Car, 


% 


Y 
/ 


ET, 


fi, 


e 
— a 


\ 


TRON 
A ANY 


\ 
aA 


cl dal 


oJ 


. 


vs ~ or Se ae ma p . aid we: 
; a eae 


wath: a 


FABLES. 59 


AECL Oe 


:. FABLE VIL 
The CounTRYMAN and Jurrt ies? 


To MYSELF. 


| 7 AV E-you a friend (look round and fpy) 
H So fond, fo prepoffefs’d as I? 
Your faults, fo obvious to mankind, : 
My partial eyes could never find, a 
When, by the breath of fortune blown, © 
Your airy caftles were o’erthrown, . 
Have I been over prone to blame, _ 
Or mottified your hours with fhame? — 
_ "4 Was 
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Was I e’er known to damp your fpirit, 
Or twit you with the want of merit? 
"Tis not fo ftrange that fortune’s frown 

Stull perfeveres to keep you down. 

Look round, ad fee what others do. 
Would you be rich and honeft too? 
Have you (like thofe the rais’d to place) 
Been opportunely mean and bafe? 
Have you (as — requir’d) refign’d | 


Truth, honour, virtue; peace of mind? 


_ If thefe are fcruples, give her o’er; 


Write, practice morals, and be poor. 


The gifts of ‘fortune truly rate ; 


Then tell me what would mend your ftate. 


If happinefs on wealth were built, 


Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt, 
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As grows the mifer’s hoarded ftore, | 

His fears, his wants increafe the more. 
Think, Gay, (what ne’er may be the cafe) 

Should fortune take you into grace, 

Would that your happinefs augment? 

What can fhe give beyond content? 
Suppofe yourfelf a wealthy heir, 

With a vaft annual income clear; 

In all the affluence you poffefs 

You might not feel one care the lefs: 

Might you not then (like others) find, 

With change of fortune, change of mind? 

Perhaps, profufe beyond all rule, 

You might ftart out a glaring fool; 

Your luxury might break all bounds ; 

Plate, table, horfes, ftewards, hounds, 


Might 
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Might fwell your debts: Then, luft of play, 
No regal income can defray. 

Sunk is all credit, writs affail, 

And doom your future life to jail. 

Or were you dignified with pow’r, 
Would that avert one penfive hour? _ 
You might give avarice its fwing, 
Defraud a nation, blind a king : 

Then, from the hirelings in your caufe | 
Though daily fed with falfe applaufe, 
Could. it a real joy impart? 
Great guilt knew never joy at heart, 
Is happinefs your point in view? 
(I mean th’intrinfic and the true) 
“She nor in camps or courts refides, 


Nor in the humble cottage hides; 
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Yet found alike in ev'ry {phere ; 


Who finds content, will find her there. 


O’erfpent with toil, beneath the fhade 
A Peafant refted on his foade. 

Good Gods, he cries, ’tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year! 
Soon as the morning ftreaks the {kies, 
Induftrious labour bids me rife ; 

With fweat I earn my homely fare, 
And ev’ry day renews my care. 

Jove heard the difcontented ftrain, 
And thus rebuk’d the murm’ring fwain, 

Speak out = wants then, honeft friend: _ 


Unjuft complaints the Gods offend. 
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If you repine at partial fate, - 

Inftrua& me what could mend your ftate. 

Mankind in ev’ry ftation fee. 

What wifh you? tell me what you'd be, 
So faid, upborn upon a cloud, 

The clown furvey’d the anxious croud. 
Yon face of care, fays Jove, behold; 

His bulky bags are fill’d with gold. 

See with what joy he counts it o’er! 

That fum to-day hath {well'd his ftore. 
Were I that man, (the Peafant cry’d) 

What bleffing could I afk befide? 


Hold, fays the god; farft learn to know 


True happinefs from outward fhow. 
This optic glafs of intuition— 
Here, take it, view his true condition. 
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He look’d, and faw the mifer’s breaft, 
A troubled ocean, ne’er at reft; 
Want ever ftares him in the face, 
And fear anticipates difgrace : 
With confcious guilt he faw him ftart ; 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart, 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
Fis breaft admits one happy gleam. 
May Jove, he cries, reject my pray’r, 
And guard my life from guilt and care; 
My foul abhors that wretch’s fate. 
O keep - in my humble fiate! 
But fee, amidift a gaudy croud, 
Yon minifter fo gay and proud, 
On him what basil attends, 
"Who thus rewards his grateful friends! 
F Fir 
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Firft take the glafs, the god replies, 

Man views the world with partial eyes. 
Good gods, exclaims the ftartled wight, 

Defehd me from this hideous fight! 

Corruption, with corrofive {mart, 

Lies cank’ring on his guilty heart ; 

I fee him, with polluted hand, 

Spread the contagion o’er the land, 

Now av’rice with infatiate jaws, 

Now rapine with her harpy claws, 

His bofom tears. His confcious breaft 

Groans with a load of crimes oppreft. 

See him, mad and drunk with power, 

Stand tott’ring on ambition’s tower : 

Sometimes, in fpeeches vain and proud, 

His boafls infult the nether croud; 


Now, 
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Now, feiz’d with giddinefs and fear, 
He trembles left his fall is near. 
Was ever wretch like this, he cries? 
Such mifery in fuch difguife! 
The change, O Jove, I difavow. 
Still be my lot the fpade and plough. 
He next, confirm’d by fpeculation, 
Rejects the lawyer’s occupation ; 


For he the ftatefman feem’d in part, 


| And bore fimilitude of heart, 


Nor did the foldier’s trade inflame 


His hopes with thirft of fpoil and fame: 


The miferies of war he mourn’d, 
Whole nations into defarts turn’d. 
By thefe have laws and rights been brav’d 3 


By thefe was free-born man inflav’d 3 


F 2 When 
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‘When battles and invafion ceafe, 
Why {warm they in the lands of peace? 
Such change (fays he) may I decline; 
The fcythe and civil arms be mine! 
Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
The clown withdrew his rath petition. 
When thus the god. How mortals err! 
If you true happinefs prefer, 
’Tis to no rank of life confin’d, 
But dwells in ev’ry honeft mind. 
Be juftice then your fole purfuit. 
Plant virtue, and content’s the fruit. ° 
So Jove, to gratify the clown, 


Where firft he found him fet him down. 
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FABLE VIL 


The Man; the Cat, the Doc, and 
the F uy. 


fo ny NaTiIve CounNTRY, 


H’ IL happy land, whofe fertile grounds 


The liquid fence of Neptune bounds ; 
By bounteous nature fet apart, 
The feat of induftry and art. 
O Britain, chofen port of trade, 
May lux’ry ne’er thy fons invade; 
May never miniiter (intent 
His private treafures to augment) | 


F 3 Corrupt 


| 
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Corrupt thy ftate. If jealous foes 
Thy rights of commerce dare oppofe, 
Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe? 


Who is’'t prefcribes the ocean law? 


Whenever neighb’ring ftates contend, 


*Tis thine to be the gen’ral friend. 
What is’t, who rules in other lands? 
On trade alone thy glory ftands, 
That benefit is unconfin’d, 

Diffufing good among mankind ; 
That firft gave luftre to thy reigns, 
And {catter’d plenty o’er thy plains; 
*Tis that alone thy wealth fupplies, 
And draws all Europe’s envious eyes. 
Be commerce then thy fole defign; 


Keep that, and all the world is thine. 


When 


ch 
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When naval traffick plows the main, 


Who {hares not in the merchant’s gain? 


’Tis that fupports the regal ftate, 

And makes the farmer’s heart elate ; 

The num’rous flocks, that cloath the land, 

Can fcarce fupply the loom’s demand ; 

Prolific culture glads the fields, 

And the bare heath a harveft yields. 
acite expects mankind fhould fhare 

The duties of the public care. 

Who’s born for floth? * To fome we find 

The plough-fhare’s annual toil affign’d ; 

Some at the founding anvil glow; 

Some the {wift-fliding fhuttle throw ; 

Some, ftudious of the wind and tide, 

From pole to pole our commerce guide ; 


* Barrow, F 4. Some. 
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Some (taught by induftry) impart 
With hands and feet the works of art; 
While fome, of genius more refin’d, © 
With head and tongue affift mankind: 
Each, aiming at one common end, 
Proves to the whole a needful friend. 
Thus, born each other’s ufeful aid, 
By turns are obligations paid. 

The monarch, when his table’s fpread, 
Is to the clown oblig’d for bread ; 
And, when in all his glory dreft, 
Owes to the loom his royal veft: 

Do not the mafon’s toil and care 
Protect him from th’inclement air? 
Does not the cutler’s art fupply 

The ornament that guards his thigh? 


All 
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All thefe, in duty, to the throne 
Their common obligations own. 
*Tis he (his own and people’s caufe) 
Protects their properties and laws: 
Thus they their honeft toil employ, 
And with content the fruits enjoy. 
In ev'ry rank, or great or fmall, 


’Tis induftry fupports us all 


The animals, by want oppreft, 
To Man their fervices addreft : 
While each purfu’d their felfifh good, 
They hunger’d for precarious food ; 
Their hours with anxious cares eee vext, 
One day they fed, and ftarv’d the next: 
They faw that plenty, fure and rife, 


Was found alone in focial life; _ That, 
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That, mutual induftry profeft 
The various wants of Man redrett, 
The Cat, half-famifh’d, lean and weak, 
Demands the privilege to {peak. 
Well, Pufs, (fays Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do? 
The Cat replies ; Thefe teeth, thefe claws, 
With vigilance fhall ferve the caufe. 
The moufe, deftroy’d by my purfuit, 
No longer fhall your feafts pollute ; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambufcade, 
“With watteful teeth your ftores invade, 
I grant, | favs Man, to gen’ral ufe 
Your parts and talents may conduce ; 


For rats and mice purloin our grain, 
And threfhers whirl the flail in vain: 
| Thus 
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Thus fhall the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
Protect the farmer’s honeft toil. 
Then turning to the Dog, he cry’d, 
Well, Sir; be next your merits try’d. 
Sir, fays the Dog, by felf-applaufe 
We feem to own a friendlefs caufe. 
Aik thofe who know me, if diftruft 
E’er found me treach’rous or unjuft. 
Did I e’er faith or fiiendfhip break? 
Afk all thofe creatures; let them {peak. 
My vigilance and trufty zeal 
Perhaps might ferve the public weal. 
Might not your flocks in fafety feed, 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed? 
Did I the nightly watches keep, 
Could thieves invade you while you fleep? 


The 
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The Man replies, ’Tis juft and right, 
Rewards fuch fervice fhould requite. 
So rare, in property, we find 
Truft uncorrupt among mankind, 
That, taken in a public view, 
The firft diftinétion is your due. 
Such merits all reward tranfcend ; 
Be then my comrade and my friend. 
Addrefling now the Fly. From you 
What public fervice can accrue? 
From me! the flutt’ring infect faid; 
I thought you knew me better bred. 
Sir, I'm a gentleman. Is't fit 
That I to induftry fubmit? 
Let mean mechanics, to be fed, 


By bus’nefs earn-ignoble bread : 
% | Loft 


t 
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Loft in excefs of daily joys, 
No thought, no care my life annoys. 
At noon (the lady’s matin hour) _ 
I fip the tea’s delicious flower: 
On cates luxurioufly I dine, 
And drink the fragrance of the vine. 
Studious of elegance and eafe, 
Myfelf alone I feek to pleafe. 
The Man his pert conceit derides, 
And thus the ufelefs coxcomb chides. | 
Hence, from that peach, that downy feat; 


No idle fool deferves to eat. 


~ Could you have fapp’d the bluthing rind, 


And on that pulp ambrofial din’d, 
Had not fome hand, with {kill and toil, 
To raife the tree, prepar’d the foil? 


Con- 


Confider, fot, what would enfue, 
Were all fuch worthlefs things as you 4 
You'd foon be fore’d (by hunger ftung) 
To make your dirty meals on dung, 
On which fach defpicable need, 
Unpitied, is reduc’d to feed. 
Befides, vain felfith infec, learn, 
(If you can right and wrong difcern} 
That he who with induftrious zeal 
Contributes to the public weal, 
By adding to the common good, 
His own hath rightly underftood. 

So faying, with a fudden blow 
He laid the noxious vagrant low: 
Crufh’d in his luxury and pride,. 
The {punger on the public died, 
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FABLE IX. 


The JACKALL, LEopaRD, and other 


Beafts. 


Jo a MopERN POLiTICIAN, 
I Grant corruption {ways mankind, : 
That int’reft too perverts the mind, 
That bribes have blinded common fenfe, 


Foil'd reafon, truth and eloquence ; 


J grant you too, our prefent crimes 


Can equal thofe of former times. 
Againtt plain facts fhall I engage, 


To vindicate our righteous age? 


I know, 
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I know, that in a modern fift, 

Bribes in full energy fubfift : 

Since then thefe arguments prevail, 

And itching palms are ftill fo frail, 
Hence politicians, you fuggett, 

Should drive the nail that goes the beft; 
That it fhows parts and penetration, 

To ply men with the right temptation. 

To this, I humbly muft diffent, 
Premifing, no reflection’s meant. 

Does juftice, or the client’s fenfe, 
Teach lawyers either fide’s defence ? 
The fee gives eloquence its fpirit ; 
That only is the client’s merit. 

Does art, wit, wifdom, or addrefs, 
Obtain the proftitute’s carefs ? 


Th¢ 


re ee ee lee 
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The iahint (as in other trades) 
From ev'ry hand alike perfuades. 
Man, {cripture fays, is prone to evil ; 
But does that vindicate the devil? 
Befides, the more mankind are prone, 
The lefs the devil’s parts are {Hown. 
Corruption’s not of modern date ; 
It hath been try’d in ev'ry fate: 
Great knaves of old their pow'r have fenc’d 
By places, penfions, bribes, difpens’d 3 
By thefe they glory’d in fuccefs, | 
And impudently dat’d opprefs ; 
By thefe defpoticly they fway’d, 
And flaves extoll’d the hand that pay’d 
Nor parts nor genius were employ'd, 
By thefe alone were realms deitroy’d, 7 

Go Now 
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Now fee thefe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their treafures, pow’r and place; 
View ’em abandon’d and forlorn, | 
Expos'd to juft reproach and fcorn. 

What now is all your pride, your boaft? 
Where are your flaves, your flatt’ring hoft? - 
What tongues now feed you with applaufe? 
Where are the champions of your caufe? 
Now ev’n that very fawning train, 

Which fhar’d the gleanings of your gain, 

Prefs foremoft who fhall firft accufe 

Your felfith jebs, your paultry views, 

Your narrow fchemes, your breach of truft, 
And want of talents to be juft. : 

What fools were thefe amidft their pow’r! 
How thoughtlefs of their adverfe hour! 


. 1g es What 
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What friends ae made? A hireling herd, 
For temporary votes preferr’d. 

Was it, thefe fyeophants to get; 

Your bounty {well’d a nation’s debt? 
You're bit. For thefe, like Suifs, attend, 


No longer pay, no longer friend. 


The Lion-is (beyond difpute) : 
Allow’d the moft majeftic brute ; 
His valour and his gen’rous mind 
Prove him fuperior of his kind. 
Yet to Jackalls (as ’tis averr’d) 
Some lions have their pow’r transferr'd ; 
As if the parts of pimps and {pies 


To govern forefts could fuffice. 


G2 Once 
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Once, ftudious of his private good, | 
A proud Jackall oppreft the wood ; 
To cramm his own infatiate jaws, 
Invaded property and laws: 
The foreft groans with difcontent, 
Frefh wrongs the gen’ral hate foment. 
The fpreading murmurs reach’d his ear; 
His fecret hours were vex'd with fear: 
Night after night he weighs the cafe, 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. 

By friends (fays he) I'll guard my {cat, 
By thofe malicious tongues defeat ; 
T'll ftrengthen pow’r by new allies, 
And all my clam’rous foes defpife. - 

To make the gen’rous beafts his friends, 
He cringes, fawns, and condefcends; 


But 
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But thofe repuls’d his abject court, 
And {corn’d oppreffion to fupport. 
Friends muft be had. He can’t fubfitt. 
Bribes fhall new profelytes enlift. 
But thefe nought weigh’d in honeft paws ; 
For bribes confef a wicked caufe:; — 
Yet think not ev’ry paw withftands 
What had prevail’d in human hands, 

A tempting turnip’s filver skin 
Drew a bafe hog through thick and thin: 
Bought with a ftag’s delicious haunch, 
The mercenary wolf was ftanch: 
The convert fox grew warm and hearty, 
A pullet gain’d him to the party: 
The golden pippin in his fift, 
A chatt’ring monkey join’d the lift, 
G 3 mat 
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But foon, expos’d to public hate, 
The fav’rite’s fall redrefs'd the ftate, 
The Leopard, vindicating right, 

Had brought his fecret frauds to light. 
As'rats, before the manfion falls, 
Defert late hofpitable walls, 

In fhoals the fervile creatures run, 

To bow before the rifing fun. 

The hog with warmth expreft his zeal, 
And was for hanging thofe that fteal ; 
But hop’d, though low, the public hoard 
Micht half a turnip full afford. 

‘Since faving meafures were profeft, 
A lamb’s head was the wolf’s requeft, 
The fox fubmitted, if to touch 


A goflin would be deem’d too much, 


The 


= 
FABLES. So 
The monkey thought his grin and chatter 
Might ask a nut or fome fuch matter. 
Ye hirelings, hence, the Leopard cries, 
Your venal con{fcience I defpife : 
He, who the public good intends, 
By bribes needs never purchafe friends; 
Who atts this juft, this open part, 
Is propt by ev'ry honeft heart. 
Corruption now too late has fhow’d, 
That bribes are always ill-beftow’d : 
By you your bubbled mafter’s taught, 


Time-ferving tools, not friends, are bought. 
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FABLE X. 
The DEGENERATE BEES, | 


To the. Reverend Dr. SWIFT, Dean of 
St. PaTRICK’S. 


Tt courts the practice difallow, 


A friend at all times I'll avow. 

In politicks I know ’tis wrong ; 
A friendfhip may be kept too long; 
And what they call the prudent part, | 
Is:to wear intreft next the heart. | 
As the times. take: a diff” rent face, 
Old friendthips {honld-to new give place. 

2 * ae T know 
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I know too you have many foes, 
That owning you is fharing thofe; 
That ev’ry knave " ev'ry ftation, 
Of high and low denomination, 
For what you fpeak and what you write, 
Dread you at once and bear you fpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are fhown, 
They can’t enjoy what’s not their own, 
All dunces too in church and ftate 
In frothy oe fhow their hate, 
With all the petty fcribbling crew, 
(And thofe pert fots are not a few) 
’"Gainft you and Pope their envy fpurt. 
The bookfellers alone are hurt. 
Good Gods! by what a pow’rful race 
(For blockheads may have — and place) 
Are 
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Are fcandals rais’d, and libels writ, 

To prove your honefty and wit! 

Think with yourfelf: ‘Thofe worthy men 
You know have fuffer’d by your pen; 
From them — nothing but your due. 
From hence tis plain, your friends are few: 
Except myfelf, I know of none, 

Befides the wife and good alone, 

To fet the cafe in fairer light, 

My fable fhall the reft recite ; 

Which (tho’ unlike our prefent ftate) 


I for the moral’s fake relate, - 


A Bee, of cunning, not of parts, 


Luxurious, negligent of arts, 


Or 


Raps 
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Rapacious, arrogant and vain, 
Greedy of pow’r, but more of gain, 
Corruption fow’d throughout the hive. 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As pow’r and wealth his views fupply’d, 
"Twas feen in overbearing pride; 
With him loud impudence had merit, 
The Bee of confcience wanted fpirit; 
And thofe who follow’d honour’s rules 
Were laugh’d to {corn for fqueamifh fools: 
Wealth claim’d diftin@ion, favour, grace, 
And poverty ne was bafe ; 
He treated induftry with flight, 
Unlefs he found his profit by’t: 
Rights, laws, and liberties give way, 
‘To bring his felfith fchemes in play : 
_ The 
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The fwarm forgot the common toil, 
To fhare the gleanings of his {poil. 
While vulgar fouls, of narrow parts, 
Watte life in low mechanic arts, 
Let us, (fays he) to genius born, 
The drudg'ry of wie fathers fcorn. | 
The wafp and drone, you mutt agree, 
Live with more elegance than we ; 
Like gentlemen they foot and play, 
No bus’nefs interrupts the day ; 
Their hours to luxury they give, 
And nobly on their neighbours live. 
A ftubborn Bee among the fwarm, 
With honeft indignation warm, 
Thus from his cell with zeal replied. 
I flight thy frowns, and hate thy pride. 
The 
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The laws our native rights protect ; 
Offending thee, I thofe refpe@. 
Shall luxury corrupt the hive, 
And none againft the torrent ftrive? 
Exert the aida of your race; 
He builds his rife on your difgrace. 
Tis induftry our ftate maintains; 
*T was honeft toil and honeft gains 
That rais’d our fires to pow’r and fame. 
Be virtuous; fave yourfelves from thames 
Know, that in felftth ends purfuing, 
You fcramble for the public ruin. | 
He fpoke; and, from his cell difmifs'd, 
Was infolently fcoff’d and hifs’d. 
With him a friend or two refign’d, 
Difdaining the degen’rate kind, _ 
Thefe 
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Thefe drones, (fays he) thefe infects vile, 
| (I treat ’em in their proper ftile) 
May for a time opprefs the ftate. 
They own our virtue by their hate ; 
By that our merits they reveal, 
And recommend our public zeal ; 
| Difgrac’d by this corrupted crew, 


We're honour’d by the virtuous few. 
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FABLE XI. 
The Pack-u onse and the Car RIER, 


Toa Younc NoBLEeMAN. 


. Fy ry 


E GIN, .my. lord, in early youth — 
B ‘To anne nay, encourage truth 5 
| And blame me not for difrefpect, 

If I the flatt’rer’s ftile reject 5 

With that, i menial tongues fupply’d, 

You're daily cocker’d up in pride, 
The tree ’s diftinguifh’d by the fruit. 

. Be virtue then your firft purfuits. | | 
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Set your great anceftors in view, 
Like them deferve the title too; 
Like them ignoble ations {corn : 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. . 
T hough with lef plate their fide-board hen 
Their confcience always was their own ; 
They ne’er at levees meanly fawn’d, 
Nor was their honour yearly sail ; 
Their hands, by no corruption. ftain’d, 
The minifterial bribe difdain’d ; 
They ferv’d the crown with loyal zeal, 
Yet jealous of the vubilic weal, 
They ftood the bulwark of our laws, . 


And wore at heart their country’s caufe ; 


. By neither place or penfion bought, . 


They {poke and voted as they thought. 


Thus 
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Thus did your fires adorn their feat ; 
And fuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flight, 
You're but a dunce in ftronger light: 
In foremoft rank, the coward, phd, 
Is more confpicuoufly difgrac’d. 
If you, to ferve a paultry end, 
To knavifh jobs can condefcend, 
We pay you the contempt that’s due ; 
In that you have precedence too. 

Whence had you this illvfirious name? 
From virtue and unbiemifh’d fame. | 
By birth the name alone defcends ; 
Your honour 7 yourfelf depends. 
Think not your coronet can hide 
Affuming ignorance and pride: 


H2 | Learning 
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‘Learning by ftudy muft be won, 
"T'was ne’er entail’d from fon to fon. 
Superior worth your rank requires, 
For that mankind reveres your fires: 
If you degen’rate from your race, 


Their merits heighten your difgrace. 


A Carrier ev’ry night and morn 
Would fee his horfes eat their corn: 
This funk the hoftler’s vails, ’tis true; 
But then his horfes had their dis 
Were we fo cautious in all cafes, | 
Small gain would rife from greater places. 
The manger now had all its meafure, 


He heard the grinding teeth with pleafure ; 


S 


“When 


When all at once confufion rung, 
They fnorted, joftled, bit and flung. 
A Pack-horfe turn’d his head afide, 


Foaming, his eye-balls {well’d with pride. 


rOX 


Good Gods! (fays he) how hard’s my lot! 


Is then my high defcent forgot? 
-Reduc’d to drudg’ry and difgrace, 

(A life inworthy of my race) 

Muft I too bear the vile attacks 

Of ragged fcrubs ‘aa vulgar hacks? 
See fcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred, 
Dares from the manger thruft my head! 
Shall I, who boaft a noble line, | 
On offals of thefe creatures dine? 
Kick’d by eld Ball! fo mean a foe! 

_ My honour fuffers by the blow. 

| Hy 


New- 
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Newmarket fpeaks my grandfire’s fame, — 
All jockeys fill euch his name: 
There yearly are his triumphs told, 
There all his maffy plates enrol’d. 
Whene’er led forth upon the plain, . ae 
You faw him with a liv’ry train ; 
Returning too, with laurels crown’d, 
You heard the drums and trumpets found, | 
Let it then, Sir, be underftood, 
Refpeét’s my due; for I have blood, 
Vaingloriqus fool, (the' carrier cry’d) 
| Refpect w~s never paid to pride, | 
Know, ’twas thy giddy, wilful heart — 
Reduced thee to this flaviflh part. 
Did not thy headftrong yin difdain 
To learn the conduct of the rein? 


Thug 
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Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit, 

In vicious frolicks fancy {pirit. 

What is’t to me by whom begot? 

Thou reftif, pert, conceited for. 

Your fires I rev’rence; ’tis their due: 
But, worthlefs fool, what’s that to you? 
Ask all the carriers on the road, 

They'll fay thy keeping’s ill-beftow’d. 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 
That neither mends thy ftrength or pace. 
What profits me thy boaft of blood? | 
An afs hath more intrinfic good. 

By outward fhow let’s not be cheated : 


An afs fhould like an afs be treated, 
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FABLE XIl. 
Paw and FoR TUNE: 


Joa YouNG. HEIR. 


| S OON as your father’s death was known, 


(As if th’eftate had been their own) 


| The gametes outwardly expreft — 


The decent j joy within your breatt. 
So lavith in your praife they grew, - 


As fpoke their certain hopes in you. 


One counts your income of the year, — 
How much in ready money clear, 


hea, . No 
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No houfe, fays he, is more compleat, 
The garden’s elegant and great. 
How fine the park around it lies! 
The timber’s of ; noble fize. 
Then count his jewels and his plate. 
Befides, ’tis no entail’d eftate, 
If cath run low, his lands in fee 
Are or for fale or mortgage free. 

‘Thus they, before you threw: the main, 
Seem’d.to anticipate their gain, 

Would you, when thieves are known abroad, — 
‘Bring forth your treafures in the road? 
Would not the, fool abett the ftealth, 
Who rafhly thus expos’d his wealth ? 
Yet this you do, whene’er you play | 
Among the gentlemen of prey. ~~ 

2 Could 
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Could fools to keep their own contrive, 
On what, on whom could gamefters thrive? 
Is it in charity you game, 

To fave your worthy gang from fhame? 
Unlefs you furnifh’d daily bread, 
Which way could idlenefs be fed? 
Could thefe profeffors of deceit | 
Within the law no Jonger cheat, 
They muft run. bolder rifques for prey, 
And ftrip. the tray’ler on the way.. 
_ Thus in your annual rents they hare, 
| And fcape the noofe from year to year, 
Confider, eer you make the bett, 
That fum might crofs your taylor’s debt. 
When you the pilf’ring rattle fhake, 
Js not your honour too at flake? _ 
= * | | Muft | 
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Muft you not by mean lyes evade 
To-morrow’s duns from ev'ry trade? 

By promifes fo often paid, 

Is yet your taylor’s bill defray’d ? 

Muft you not pitifully fawn, 

To have your butcher's writ withdrawn? 
This muft be done. In debts a play 
Your honour fuffers no ins 

And not this year’s and next year’s rent 
The fons of rapine can content. 

Look round. The wrecks of play behold, 
Eftates difmember’d, mortgag’d, fold! 
Their owners, now to jails confin’d, 

Show equal poverty of mind. | 
Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 
Too late attempt to learn their trade. 


— Some, 
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Some, for the folly of one hour, 
Become the dirty tools of pow’r, 
And, with the mercenary litt, 
Upon court-charity fubfift, 
You'll find at laft this maxim true, 


Fools are the game which knaves purfue, 


The foreft (a whole cent’ry’s fhade) 
Mutt be one wafteful ruin made: - 
No mercy’s fhown to age or kind, 
The gen’ral maffacre is fign’d ; 

The park too {hares the dreadful fate, 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stern clowns, obedient to the {quire, 


(What will not barb’rous hands for hire?) 


With 
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With brawny arms repeat the ftroke; 


Fall’n are the elm,and rev’rend oak; 


Through the long wooed loud axes found, 


And eccho groans with ev’ry wound, 
To fee the defolation {pread, 

Pan drops.a tear, and hangs his head ; 

His bofom now with fary burns, 

Beneath his hoof the dice he {purns; 


Cards too, in peevifh paffion torn, 


The {port of whirling winds are born. 


To {nails invet’rate hate I bear, 
Who {poil the’ verdure of the year; 
The caterpillar I deteft, 

The blooming fpring’s voracious peft ; 
The locuft too, whofe rav’nous band 


Spreads fudden famine o’er the land, 


But 


FABLES. IX 

But what are thefe? ‘The dice’s throw 
At once hath laid a foreft low: 
The cards are dealt, the bett is made, 
And the wide park hath loft its fhade. 
Thus is my kingdom’s pride defac’d, 
And all its antient glories wafte. . 
All this (he cries) is Fortune’s doing, 
"Tis thus the. meditates my ruin: 
By Fortune, that falfe, fickle jade, 
More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hungry infeé race, 
Combin’d, can in an age deface. 

Fortune, by chance, who near him paft, 
O’erheard the vile afperfion caft. — 

Why, Pan, (fays fhe) what’s all this rant? 
*Tis wis country bubble’s cant. 


5 Am 
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Am I the patronefs of vice? 

Is't I who cog or palm the dice? 

Did I the fhuffling art reveal, 

To mark the cards, or range the deal? 
In all th’employments men purfue, 

I mind the leaft what gamefters do. 
There may (if computation’s juft) 
One now and then my condué truft:  “ 
I blame the fool; for what can I, 

When ninety-nine my pow’r defy? 

Thefe truft alone their fingers ends, 

And me one ftake on me depends. 
Whene’er the gaming board is fet, 

Two claffes of mankind are met; © 


But if we count the greedy race, 


The knaves fill up the greater {pace. 
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’Tis a grofs error, held in fchools, 
That Fortune always lei fools t 
In play it never bears difpute ; 
That doftrine thefe fell’d oaks confute. 
Then why to me fuch rancour fhow? 
’Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe. 
By me his late eftate he won, 


But he by Folly was undone. 
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FABLE XUL _ 


/ 


Prutus, Curry, and Timh — 


OY all the biirthens mian muft beat, 
Time feems moft galling and fevert $ 


Beneath this grievotis load oppreft 


We daily meet fome friend diftreft, 
What si one do? I rofe at nine, | 
*Tis full fix hours befote we dine: 
Six hours! no earthly thing to do! 
| Would I had doz’d in bed till two. | 
j - Ia | A pams 
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A pamphlet is before him {pread, 
And almoft half a page is read; 
Tir’d with the ftudy of the day, 
The flutt’ring fheets are toft away. 
He opes his fnuff-box, hums an air, 
Then yawns and ftretches in his chair, 
Not twenty, by the minute-hand! 
Good Gods, fays he, my watch mutt ftand! 
How muddling ’tis on books to pore! 
I thought I’d read an hour or more. 
The morning, of all hours, I hate. 
One can’t contrive to rife ss late, 
To make the minutes fafter run, 
Then too his a felf to thun,. 
To the next coffee-houfe he fpeeds, 
‘Takes up the news, fome {craps he reads. 


Saunt’ring, 


FABLES. 


Saunt’ring, from chair to chair he trails, - 


Now drinks his tea, now bites his: nails: 

He fpies a partner of his woe ; 

By chat affli@ions lighter grow ; 

Each other’s wcleteniass they fhare, 

And thus their dreadful haurs compare. 
Says Tom, fince all men muft confefs 

That time lies heavy more or lefs ; 

Why fhould i it be fo hard ¢ to get, 

Till two, a party at piquet? 

Play might relieve the lagging morn: 

By cards long wintry nights - born, 


Does not quadrille amufe the fair, 


Night after night, throughout the year? 


Vapours and {pleen forgot, at play 
They cheat uncounted hours away. 


13 
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My 
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My cafe, fays Will, then muft be hard, 
_ By saant of fkill from play debarr’d. 
Courtiers kill time by yarious ways; 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
How happy thefe, whofe time ne’er ftands! 
Attendance takes it off their hands. 

Were it not for this curfed fhow’r, 

The park had whil'd away an hour. 

At coyrt, without or place or view, 

J daily lofe an hour or two; 

Jt fully anfwers my defign, 

When I have pick’d up friends to dine, 
The tavern makes our burthen light ; 

Wine puts our time and care to flight, 

At fix (hard cafe!) they call to pay. 
Where cap one go? I hate the play. 


Fram 
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From fix till ten! Unlefs in fleep, 


‘One cannot {pend the hours fo cheap. 


The comedy’s no fooner done, 

But fome affembly is begun. 

Loit’ring from room to room I ftray, 
Converfe, but nothing hear or fay ; 

Quite tir’d, from fair to fair I roam. 

So foon! I dread the thoughts of home, 
From thence, to quicken flow-pac’d night, 
Again my tavern friends invite ; 

Here too our early mornings pafs, 


Till drowfy fleep retards the glafs, 


; _ Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 


And make each other's cafe their own, 
Confider, friends, no hour rolls on, 
But fomething of your grief. is gone. 
14 Were 
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Were you to fchemes of bus’nefs bred, 

Did you the paths of learning tread, 

Your hours, your days would fly too faft ; 
You'd then regret the minute paft. | 
Time’s fugitive and light as wind ; 

_ ?Tis indolence that clogs your mind ; 

That load from off your fpitits thake, 

- You'll own, and grieve for your miftake, 


A while your thoughtlefs {pleen fufpend, 


Then read; and (if you can) attend, 


As Plutus, to divert his care, 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ftrutting pace. 


Each ftar’d u pon the ftranger’s faee, 


Till 


eg a ee 
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Till recolleétion fet ‘em right; 

For each knew vother but by fight. 

After fome complimental talk, 

Time met ’em, bow'd, and join’d their watk, 

Their chat on various fubjects ran, 

But moft, what each had done for man, 

Plutus affumes a haughty air, 

Juft like our purfe-proud fellows here, 
Let kings, (fays he) let coblers tell, 

Whofe gifts among mankind excel. 

Confider courts: What draws their train? 

Think you ’tis loyalty or gain? 

That ftatefman hath the ftrongeft hold 

Whofe tool of' politics is gold: 

By that, in former reigns, ’tis faid, | 

The knave in pow’r hath fenates led; 


2 By 
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By that alone he {way’d debates, 

Enrich’d himfelf, and beggar’d ftates. 

Forgo your boaft. You mutt conclude, 
That's moft efteem’d that’s moft purfu’d. 
Think too, in what a wofal plight 

‘That wretch muft live whofe pocket’s light; _ 
Are not his hours by want depreft? 
-Penurious care corrodes his breaft ; 

Without refpect, or love, or friends, 

Fis folitary day defcends. 

You might, fays Cupid, doubt my parts, 
My knowledge too in -human hearts, 
Should I the pow’r of gold. difpute, 
Which great examples might -confute. 

I iat when nothing elfe prevails, 
Perfuafive money feldom fails ; | 
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That beauty too (like other wares) 
Its price, as well as confcience, bears, 


Then marriage (as of late profeft) _ 


Is but a money job at beft: 


‘Confent, compliance may be fold; 


But love’s beyond the price of gold. 
Smugglers there are, who, by retale, 
Expofe what they call love to fale: 
Such bargains are an arrant cheat ; 
You purchafe flatt’ry and deceit. | 
Thofe who true love have ever try’d, 
(The common cares of life fupply’d) 
No wants endure, no wifhes make, 
But ev’ry real joy partake; 

All comfort on themfelves depends, 


‘They want nor pow’r, nor wealth, nor friends: 


Love 
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Love then hath ev’ry biifs in ftore ; 


"Tis friendthip, and ’tis fomething more: 


Each other ev’ry with they give, 
Not to know love, is net to live. 

Or love, or money, (Time reply’d) 
Were men the queftion to decide, | 
Would bear the prize; on both intent 
My boon’s neglected or mafpent. — 

’Tis I who meafure vital fpace, 

And deal out years to human race: 
Though little priz’d and feldom fought, 
Without me love and gold are nought, 
How does the mifer time employ? | 
Did I e’er fee him-life enjoy ? 

By me forfook,; the hoards he won ~ 


Are featter’d by his lavifh fon, 
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By me all ufeful sis are gain’d, 

Wealth, learning, wifdom is attain’d, 
Who then would think (fince fuch my pow’r) 
That e’er I knew an idle hour? 

So fubtile and fo {wift I fly, 

Love’s not more fugitive than I. 

Who hath not heard coquettes complain 
Of days, months, years, mifpent in vain? 
For time mifus’d they pine and watte, 
And love’s {weet pleafures never tafte. 
Thofe who direct their time aright, 

If love or wealth their ‘hopes excite, 

In each purfuit fit hours employ’d, 

And both by time have been enjoy’d. 
How heedlefs then are mortals grown! 


How little is their int’reft known ? 


In 
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In ev'ry view they ought to mind me, 
For when once loft they never find me. 

He fpoke. ‘The gods no more conteft, 
And his fuperior gift confeft ; 
That time (when truly underftood) 
Is the moft precious earthly good. 


FABLE 


oe ee 


A 


i) 


[TUT A Ad 
Ut it ile: 
a, 4 


i) 
at 


TT 


WT aoe ee 


raptor, &T Cox. 


. 


G29.°738. fb, 


fF 


cS ain eR cS LR ms a RR Aor 


Ae re ee pe Ne ee ees eo oe “ fee ew te fe > Ma a ae ee Ne ge ee eg ee ee eS ee 


FABLE S. 127 


FABLE XIV. 


The Ow1, ‘the SwAN, the Cock, the 
Sprper, #he Ass, and the Farmer. 


Joa MoTHER. 


Ces with your fprightly boys, 

A Your eyes have fpoke the mother’s joys. 
With what delight I’ve heard you quote 7 = 
Their fayings in imperfe& note! 

- I grant, in body and in mind, © 

Nature appears profufely kind. 

Troft not to that. Aa you your part; 

Imprint just morals on their heart ; 


rd | . [mpar- | 


128 FABLES. 
Impartially their talents fcan: 
Jutt education forms the man. 

Perhaps (their willy yet unknown) 
Each lot of tife’s already thrown; 
That this fhall plead, the next fhall fight, 
The laft affert the church’s right. 

I cenfure not the fond intent; 
But how precarious is th’event | 
By talents mifapplied and croft, 
Confider, all your fons are loft. . 

One day (the tale’s by Martial penn’d) | 
A father thus addrefs’d his friend. 

To train my boy and. call forth fenfe, 
You know I’ve ftuck at no expenice; 
I've try’d him in the fev’ral arts, 
(The lad no doubt hath latent parts) 


Yet 
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Yet trying all he nothing knows, 
But crablike rather backward goes. 
Teach me what yet remains undone; 


"Tis your advice fhall fix my fon. 


Sir, fays the ftiend, I’ve weigh’d the matter; 


Excufe me, for I {corn to flatter; 
Make him (nor think his génius checkt) 
A herald or atx archite@. 
Perhaps (as commonly ’tis known) 
He heard th’advice and took his own. 
The boy wants wit; he’s fent to {chool, 
Where learning but improves the fool: 
The college next muft givé him parts, 
And cram him with the lib’ral arts. 
Whether he blundets-at the bar, 
Or owes his infamy to war, 
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Or if by licence or degree 
The fexton hare the doétor’s fee, 
Or from the pulpit by the hour 
He weekly floods of nonfenfe pour, 
We find (th'intent of nature foil’d) 
A taylor or a butcher {poil’d. 

Thus minifters have royal boons 


Conferr’d on blockheads and buffoons:. 


In fpite of nature, merit, wit, 
Their friends for ev'ry pot were fit. 
But now let ev'ry mufe confefs 

That merit finds its due fuccefs : 


Th’examples of our days regard ; 


Where’s virtue feen without reward? 


Diftinguifh’d and in place you find 
Defert and worth of ev'ry kind, . - 


- 4 


Survey 
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Survey the rev’rend bench, and fee 
Religion, learning, piety : 
The patron, e’er he recommends, 
Sees his own image in his friends, 
Is honefty difgtac’d and poor? 
What is’t to us what was before P 

We all of times corrupt have heard, 
When paultry minions were pteferr’d 3 
When all great offices, by dozens, 
Were fill’d by brothefs, fons, and cozéng, 
What matter ignotance and pride? 
The man was happily ally’d. 
Provided that his clerk was good; 
What though he nothing underftood ? 
In church and ftate, the forry race 
| Grew more con{picuous fools in place. 
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Such heads, as then a treaty made, 

Had bungled in the cobler’s trade. 
Confider, patrons, that fuch elves 

Expofe your folly with themfelves, 

Tis yours, as tis the parent's care, 

To fix each genius in its fphere. 

Your partial hand can wealth difpente, 

But never give a bleckhead fenfe, 


An Owl of magifterial air, 
Of folemn voice, of brow auftere, 
Affum’d the pride of human race, 
And bore his wifdom in ee 
Not to depreciate learned eyes, 
I've feen a pedant. look. as wife. 


Within 


Within a barn, from noife. retir’d, 
He fcorn’d the world, himfelf admir’d, 
And, like an ancient fage, conceal’d | 
The follies public life reveal’d. 
Philofophers of old, he read, 
Their country’s youth to fcience bred, — 
Their manners form’d for a ftation, 
And deftin’d each his occupation. 
When Xenophon, by numbers brav’d, 
Retreated, and a people {av’d, 
That laurel was not all bis own; 
The plant by Socrates was fown. 
To Ariftotle’s greater name 
The Macedonian ow’d his‘fame. 
Th’ Athenian bird, with pride replete, - 
Their talents equall’d in conceit; 


K 3 And, 
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And, copying the Socratic rule, 
Set up for mafter of a {chool. 
Dogmatic jargon Jearnt by heart, 
Trite fentences, hard terms of art, 
To vulgar ears feem’d fo piel, 
‘They fancy’d learning in the found. | 

The {chool had fame: the crouded place — 
With pupils fwarm’d of ev'ry race, 
With thefe the Swan’s maternal care a 
Had fent her f{carce-fledg’d cygnet heir: 
The Hen (though fond and loth to part) _ 
Here lodg’d the darling of her heart; 
The Spider, of mechanic kind, 
Afpir’d to fcience more refin’d ; 
The Afs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But moft on mufic’ fix’d his hopes, 

| The 


FABLES. - 138 
The pupils now, advane'd in ape, a 
Were call’d to tread life’s bufy flage ; _ 
And to the maiter ’twas fubmitted, ° « = = 
That each might to his part be fitted.” * ' pes 
The Swan, fays he, in arms fhall thine: - 
The foldier’s glorious toil be thine. — 
The Cock fhall mighty wealth attain: 
Go, feek it on the ftormy main. 
‘The court thall be the Spider’s {phere ; 
Pow’r, fortune fhall rewasd him there. . 
In mufic’s art the Afs’s fame 
Shall emulate Corelli's name, , 
Each took the part that he advis'd, | 
And all were equally defpis’d.. 
A Farmer, at his folly mov’d, 


The dull preceptor thus reprov'd, 
4 K 4 Block. 
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Blockhead, fays he, by what you’ve done, 

One would have thought ‘em each your fon 5 

For parents, to their effipriag blind, 
Confult nor parts por turn of mind; 

| Bat ev'n ia infancy decree 

What this, what t’other fon fhal] be. — 

Had you with judgment weigh’d the cafe, 

Their genius thus had fix’d their place: 

The Swan had learnt the Lailor’s art ; 

The Cock had play’d the foldier’s part ; 


® 


‘The Spider in the weaver’s trade 
With credit had a fortune made ; 
But for the fole, in ev'ry clafs 
The blockhead had appear’d an Afs. 
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FABLE Xv. 


The Coox-marp, the TURNSPITs and 


tha Qx. 


Toa Poor Man, | 


| Cr" than in ev'ry: fphere; 

=" Then tell me, is your lot fevere? 

Tis murmur, difcontent, diftraft, . 

That makes you varetched,- God is juft. 

I grant that hunger muft be fed, 

That toil toa ‘earns thy daily bread. 
What then? thy. wants are feen and known; | 
But ev'ry mortal feels.hisown, | * 


= Pe ‘We're 
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We're born a reftlefs needy crew: 
Show me the happier man than you. 
Adam, though bleft above his iid. 
For want of focial woman pin’d; 
Eve’s wants the fubtle ferpenit faw ; 
Her fickle tafte tranfgrefs’d the law: 
Thus fell our fire; and their difgrace 
The curfe entail’d on human race. 
When Philip’s fon, by‘ glory led, 
Had o’er the globe his empire fpread 3 
When altars to his name were dreft, — 
That he was man his tears confeft, 
The hopes of avarice are checkt; 
The proud man always wants refpect. 
What various wants on pow’r attend? 
Ambition never gains itsend.  ° 


Who 


FABLES. — 39 
Who hath not heard the rich complain — 
Of furfeits and corporeal pain? 
He, bart’d from ev'ry ufe of wealth, 
Envies the plowman’s ftrength and health : 
Another in a beauteous wife 
Finds all the miferiesof lifes 68 © = 8 ~~ - 
Domeftic jars and jealous fear 
Embitter all his days with care. 
This wants an heir; the line is loft: 
Why. was that vain entail engroft? 7 
Canft thou difcern another's mind? 
What is’t you envy? Envy’s blind. 
Tell envy, when fhe would annoy, 


That thoufands want what you enjoy. 


140 FABLES. 
The dinner maft be dih’d at one. 

Where's this vexatious Turnfpit gone ? 

Unlefs the fkulking cur is caught, 

The fir-loin’s fpoil’d and Pm in fault, 

Thus faid ; (for fure you'll thiak it fit 

That I the Cook-maid’s oaths omit) 

With all the fury of a cook, 

Her cooler kitchin Nan forfook ;. 

The broomftick o’er her head the waves, 

She fweats, fhe ftamps, fhe puffs, the raves ;. 

| The ‘iil cur before. ber flies, 

She whiftles, calls, fax {pecch the tries, 

Thefe nought avail; her choler burris, 

The fift and cudgel threat by turns, 

With hafty ftride the preffes near, 

_ He flinks aloof, and howls with fear, 
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Was ever cur fo cure’d, he cry’d, 

‘What ftar did at may bisth prefide ! 
‘Am I for life by compact bound 

To tread the wheel’s eternal round ? 
Inglorious tafk! Of alk our race 

No flave is half {9 mean and bafe. 

Had fate a kinder lot affign’d, 

And form’d me of the lap-dog kind, 

I then, in higher life employ’d, 

Had indolence and eafe enjoy’d, 

And, like a gentleman caret, 

Had been the lady’s fav’rite guett. 

Or were I fprung from {paniel line, 

Was his fagacious noftril maine, 

By me, their never erring guide, 

From wood and plain their feafts fupply'd, 

2 | Knights, 


‘a. 
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Knights, {quires, attendant on my pace, 
Had fhar’d the pleafures of the chace; 
Endu’d with native ftrength and fire, 
Why call’d I not the lion fire ? 
A lion! fuch mean views I fcorn. 
Why was I not of woman born ? 
Who dares with reafon’s pow’r contend:? 
On man we brutal flaves depend ; 
To him all creatures tribute pay, 
And luxury employs his day. - 
An Ox by chance o’erheard his moan, —-: 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone. 
Dare you at partial fate repine? 
How kind’s your lot compar’d with mine! 
Decreed to toil, the barb’rous knife 
Hath fever’'d me from. focial- life ¥ 


Urg'd 
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Urg’d by the ftimulating goad, 
I drag the cumbrous waggon’s load ; . 
"Tis mine to tame the f{tubborn plain, 
Break the {tiff foil and houfe the grain; - 
Yet I without a murmur bear 
The various labours of the. year. 
But then confider that one day 
(Perhaps the hour’s not far away) 
You, by the duties of your poft, 
Shall rn the {pit when I’m the roaft ; 
And for reward fhall fhare the feaft, : 
I mean, fhall pick my bones at leaft. 

Till now, th’ aftonifh’d cur replies, 
I look’d on all with envious eyes ; 
How falfe we judge by what appears! 
All creatures feel their fev’ral cares, 
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f thus i mighty beat complains, 

Perhaps man kaows fapérior pains. | 

Let envy then no more torment. 

Think on the Ox, and learn, ‘content. 
Thus faid ; clofe-following at her hee!, 


With chearful heart he mounts the wheel. 
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FABLE XVL 


The cieeey de pores inal the 
EARTH-WORM. 


: t 
t 


Jo LAURA. 


f 
a 


i ioe methinks you're over-nice. -* * 
True. Fiatr'ry is a fhocking tices | 
Yet-fure, whene’er the praife is jutt, _ 

| One may commend ‘without difgutt, 

AmTtTa privilege deny’d, ; 

Indulg’d by ev'ry tongue befide? 

How’fingular are all your ways; - 

A woman, sid avece topraife!’ ©. |. . > 
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If ’tis offence fuch truths to tell, 
Why do your merits thus excell? 
Since then I dare not fpeak my mind, 
A truth confpicuous to mankind ; 
Though in full laftre ev'ry gtace 
Diftinguifh your celeftial face, — 
Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like ftars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade: I check my lays, 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 
If you the tribute due difdain, 
The mufe’s mortifying ftrain — 
Shall, like a woman, in meer fpight 
Set beauty in 2 moral light. . 
Though fuch revenge might fhock theear 
‘Of many a celebrated fair 5 - or 


I mean 
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I mean that fuperficial race 
Whofe thoughts ne’er reach beyond their oe 
What's that to you? I but difpleafe 
Such ever-girlith ears as thefe, | 
Virtue ean brook the thoughts of age, 
That lafts the fame through ev’ry flage, 
Though you by time mutt fuffer more 
Than ever woman loft before, 
To age is fuch indiff'rence fhown, 
As if your face. were not your own, 
Were you by Antoninus taught, 
Or is it native ftrength of thought, 
That thus, without concern or fright, _ 
You view yourfelf by reafon’s light ? 
Tiofe eyes of fo divine a ray, 
What are they ? mould’ri ngs mortal clay. 
: L 2 Thofs 
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Thofe features, caft in heav'nly mould, => 
Shgil, like my coarfer earth, grow old ; - 
Like common: grafs, the faireft flow’r 
Mutt feel the hoary feafon’s pow’r. . 

How weak, how vain is human pride ! 
Dares man upon himfelf confide ? 
The wretch, who glories in his gain, 
Amafies heaps on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious cares 
To lay in hoards for future years? .- 
Can thofe (when tortur’d by difeafe). 
Chear our fick heart, or purchafe eafe? 
Can thofe prolong one gafp of breath, 
Or calm the-troubled hour of death?’ 
What's beauty ?. Call ye that your own, 
A flow’r that fades as foon as blown? . 
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What’s man in all his boaft of {way ? 
Perhaps the tyrant of a day, ¢ . 

Alike the latrs of life take place 
Through ev’ry branch of human race : 
The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais'd from duft as frail as mine: 
Can he pour health into his veins, 


Or cool the fever’s reftlefs pains? 


Can he (worn down in nature’s courfe) 


New-brace his feeble nerves with force ?. 

Can he (hdw vain is mortal pow’r !) 

Stretch life beyond the deftin’d bei e 
Confider, man ; weizh well thy frame; : 


The king, the beggar is the fame. 


Daft form’d us all, Each breathes his day, 


Then finks into his native clay. 
L 3 | Beneath 
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Beneath a venerable yew 

‘That in the lonely church-yard grew, 

Two Ravens fate. . Jn folemn croak 

Thus one his hungry friend befpoke, , 
Methinks I fcent fome rich repaft ; 

The favour ftrengthens with the blaft, 

Snuff then; the promis'd feaft inhale, 

I tafte the carcafe in the gale, | 

Near yonder trees, the farmer’s. fteed, 

From toil and daily drudg’ry freed, 

Hath groan’d his laf A dainty treat ! 

To birds of tafte delicious meat. 
A Sexton, bufy at‘his trade, 

To hear their chat fufpends his fpade : _ 

Death. firuck hin with no farther thought, 

‘Phan meerly as the fees he brought. 
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‘Was ever two fuch blund’ring fowls, 


| In brains and manners lefs than owls! 


Blockheads, fays he, learn move refpect. 
Know ye on whom ye thus refle@? 
In this fame grave (who does me night, - 
Muft own the work is ftrong and tight) | 
The {quire that yon fair halh poffeft, 
To night fhall lay his bones at reft. 
Whence could the grofs miftake psoceed ?- 
The {quire was fomewhat fat indeed. 
What then? The meaneft bird of prey 
Such want of fenfe could ne’er betray, 
For fure fome diffrence muft be found 
(Suppofe the fmelling organ found) 
In carcafes, (fay what ye can) © 
Or where’s the dignity of man? 

With 
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With due refpe& to human race. 


The Ravens undertook the cafe. 
In fuch fimilitude of f{cent, 


Man ne’er could think refle&tion meant. : 


As Epicures extol a treat, 


And feem their fav’ry words to eat, 


They prais’d dead horfe, luxurious food, _ 


The ven’fon of the prefcient brood. 


The Sexton’s indignation mov’d, | 
The mean comparifon reprov’d; - 
Their undifcerning palate blam’d, — 


Which two-legg’d carrion thus defam’d, — 


Reproachful fpeech from either fide © 
The want of argument fupply’d. 
They rail, revile: Asoftenends — 


The conteft of difputing friends, 


Hold, 
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Hold, fays the fowl; fince human pride 
With confutation ne’er comply'd, | 


Let’s ftate the cafe, and then refer 


As thus he fpoke, from out the mold . = 


An Earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll'd 
His monftrous length. They ftrait agree - 
To chufe him as their referees. ___ | 
So to th’ experience of his jaws 

Each ftates the merits of the ete 


He paus'd, and with a folemn tone | 


Thus made his fagée opinion known. _ 


On carcafes of ev’ry kirid — 
This maw hath elegantly din’d; — 
Provok’d by luxury or need, . a 
On beaft or fowl or.man'I feed :. 
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The knotty point: For tafte may or 


Such 
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Such fmall diftin@ion’s in the favour, 
By turns I chufe the fancy’'d flavour ; — 
Yet I muft ovwm. (that human beaft) . 
A glutton is the rankeft feaft. - 
Man, ceafe this boaft; for human pride. 
Hath various tméts to range befide. - 
The prince who kept the world in awe, 
The judge ae dictate fix’d the law, 
The rich, the poor, the great, the fall, 
Are levell’d. Death confounds ’em all, 
Then think not that we reptiles thare 
Such cates, fach lessen of fare ; 
The only true and real good 
Of man was never. vermine’s food. 
*Tis feated in th’ immortal mind ; 
Virtue diftinguithes mankind, - 

| | And . 
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And that (as yet ne’er harbour’d here) - 


Mounts with the foul we know not where. 


So good-man Sexton, fince the cafe 


Appears with fuch a dubious face, _ 
To neither I the caufe determine, 


For diffrent taftes pleafe diffrent vermine. — 
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